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would have been agreeable to a wearied traveller, but
Monsignore Berwick seemed little to regard them. Though
a man in general superior to care and master of thought,
his countenance was troubled and pensive even to de-
jection.

* Even the winds and waves are against us,* he exclaimed,
too restless to be seated, and walking up and down the
room with his arms behind his back. ' That such a struggle
should fall to my lot! Why was I not a minister in the
days of the Gregorys, the Innocents, even the Leos ! 33ut
this is craven. There should be inspiration in peril, and
the greatest where peril is extreme. I am a little upset
with travel and the voyage and those telegrams not being
answered. The good Clifford was wisely provident,' and
he approached the table and took one glass of wine. l Good !
One must never despair in such a cause. And if the worse
happens, it has happened before: and what then ? Suppose
Avignon over again, or even Gaeta, or even Paris? So
long as we never relinquish our title to the Eternal City we
shall be eternal. But then, some say, our enemies before
were the sovereigns; now it is the people. Is it so ? True
we have vanquished kings and baffled emperors; but tlie
French Republic and the Roman Republic have alike
reigned and ruled in the Vatican, and where are they ?
We have lost provinces, but we have also gained them.
We have twelve millions of subjects in the United States of
An" erica, and they will increase like the sands of the sea.
Still it is a hideous thing to have come back, as it were, to
the days of the Constable of Bourbon, and to be contem-
plating the siege of the Holy See, and massacre and pillage
and ineffable horrors ! The Papacy may survive such cala-
mities, as it undoubtedly will, but I shall scarcely figure in
history if under my influence such visitations should accrue.
If I had only to deal with men I would not admit of failure ?
but when jour antagonists are human thoughts, represented